MODERN TRAVEL

state of training or lack of training of the men
and the effect this has on their courage.

One time in Madrid I remember we went to a
novillada in the middle of the summer on a very
hot Sunday, when every one who coulcl afford it
had left the city for the beaches of the north or the
mountains, and the bullfight was not advertised
to start until six o'clock in the evening, to see six
Tovar bulls killed by three aspirant matadors,
who have all since failed in their profession. We
sat in the first row behind the wooden barrier,
and when the first bull came out it was clear that
Domingo Hernandorena, a short, thick-ankled,
graceless Basque with a pale face who looked
nervous and incompletely fed, in a cheap rented
suit, if he was to kill this bull would either make
a fool of himself or be gored. Hernandorena could
not control the nervousness of his feet. He
wanted to stand quietly and play the bull with
the cape with a slow movement of his arms, but
when he tried to stand still as the bull charged
his feet jumped away in short, nervous jerks,
His feet were obviously not under his personal
control, and his effort to be statuesque, while his
feet jittered him away out of danger, was very
funny to the crowd. It was funny to them,
because many of them knew that was how their
own feet would behave if they saw the horns
coming toward them, and as always, they resented
any one else being in there in the ring, making
money, who had the same physical defects which
barred them, the spectators, from that sup-
posedly highly paid way of making a living. In
their turn the other two matadors were very
fancy with the cape, and Hernandorena's nervous
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